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It was like throwing in a pat royal flush while the
opponents were still raising the stakes. But that
was Gandhi. That was how he had said he wrould
play his hand and did.
Looking back upon that eventful decision now,
there are many wTho believe that had he stuck on, he
would have had his opportunity of dictating terms
to the British Government, and the pages of Indian
history would have read different from that year
onwards. But Gandhi never regretted his decision.
Maybe that is what has made him a world figure, in
the same class as Lenin and Christ.
There is something very vague about him. Some-
times even his own followers fail to understand him.
He talks in a language all his own. His actions are
often inexplicable, unless you attribute them to a
force majeure, or what the followers of Frank Buch-
man would call "guidance". But whereas Buch-
manism is tittered at by Western intellectualism,
Gandhi-ism suits that something mystic wrhich is
the East. It is like incense. Either you close your
eyes and inhale the fragrance, or you open the
windows and spit out the foul air that has contami-
nated your lungs. Probably it has something to do
with the way in which houses are built for ventila-
tion, or perhaps it is because these peculiar perfumes
do not blend with London fogs and the black soot
from the chimneys. Maybe it has something to do
with the tastes of people. But it certainly affects